
The Vifhrie of 

Andcomes not in,ouer-ruldcby Prophecics, 

I fcarc the povver oiPercy is too weake, 

To wagc an inftant tryall with the ICing. 

Sir AT. Why,my good Lord,you neednot fearc, 

There is Dowglaaf .and Lord c JAlortimer, 

Arch. N o,CMortimcr is not there. 

Sir Al. But therc is ATordake,Vernon,L ord Hanj Percj, 

And there is my Lord ofWorcefier ,and a head 
Of gallanc Warriours, noble Gcntlemen. 

Arch. And fo therc is.butyet the ICing hath dravvne : 
The fpeciall head of all the land togeather; 

T ii e Trince of Wales, Lord John of Lapcafter, 

The noble Wcftmcrland, and vvartik c Blutttj 
And many tno Coriuales, and deäre men 
Of eftiRiation,and commandin armes. 

Sir M. Donbt not my Lord.he fhall bewell oppos’d. 

Arch. 1 hogenoleflc?yet,ncedfuli t’is to fearc, 

And t o preuent the worrt,«SVr Alichell, fpccd: 

For if Lord Percjf thriuenot ere thc ICing 
Difmiflc liispower,hc meanes to vifit vs , 

For he hath heard ofourconfederacie, 

And, tis but w ned o mc to make ftrong againft him: 

T bereforeenake haftc.T muft goewrite againe 
To other friende$,and fo farewell,JVr Alichell. 

Snter the Kinefrme ofWales,Lord John sfLancafter.,Earlc of 
Wefmer land,Sir Walter Blmt,and Falplfe. 

Kin?. How bloodilythe Sunnebegins topeerc, 
Aboueyon buskichill,theday leokes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Trince. ThcSouthemewinde 

Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And b'y hollow whifllmgin thelcaues, ti 

ForctelsaTcmpcftandafcluftcringday. 

Km?. Thenvsith tkelofersletitfimpathize, 

For notliing can fcerae foule to thofe that wmne. 

The Trumpet (omdes. Er.ter Worcefter. 

Kin?- How no w my Lord of Worcejhr ? tis not wc , 

That you aud I ftiould mect vpon fuch tcarmes, . A , 


Henri c the fottrlh, 

Asnow wemeete. Youhauedeceiude outtmft. 

And made vs dofFc our eaficRobcsofPcacc, 
Tocrufh ouroldlimsin vngentleSteele : 

This is not wcll.my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it ? will you againe vnknit 
This churli/li knot ofall abborred Warre? 

And nioue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Whereyou didgiueafaireand naturall light. 

And be no morc an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigieoffcare,ar.d a portent 
Ofbroched mifchiefe to thevnborne times? 

V/or. Heare mce, my Liege : 

Formine ownepart,I could be well contcnt 
Toentertaine thclag-cndofmy life 
With quiet houres t For I proteft, 

Ihaue not fought the day of this dillike. 

King. Youhauenotfought.it thoweomesitthen? 
Falf. Rebellion lay in lus way,and he found it. 
Prin. Peace, Chevvct peace. 

Wor. 1 1 pleafd e your Maiefty to turneyour lookcs 
Offauour.from my felfe,and all our Houfeé 
And yet I muft rerasmber you. my Lord : 

Wee were thefirft and deareftof your fiicndes, 

For you,my Staffe of officc did l breake, 

In Richards time.and pofted day and night, 
Tömeeteyou on thc way,andkifle your hand, 

When yet you wf re in place,and in account 
Nötning fo ftrong andfbrtunatc as I v 
it was my felfe,my Brotber,and his Sonne, 
ihat brought you home.and boldly did out-date 
ic danger of the time. You fwore to vs, 

And you did fwcare thatOathafZ hmeafler, 
i hat you did nothing of purpofe gainfl the ftate 
jjjor claimeno further, then yournew falne right, 
ie fcate o£<S>i0»/,Dukcdome ok' Lancafier, 
j 0 th, j>' vc fweare our ayde: but in Ihort fpacc 
Anj f j°^ ne Fortune ftioa ringon your head, 
ucli a floiid or Greatnefle fell on you. 
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